INTRODUCTION
It was easier for me to be an unbiased
observer of Italian affairs because I was a
foreigner. Had I been a French writer in the
days of Napoleon, I should probably have stood
aloof like Chateaubriand, whereas in those days
as a German I should, like Goethe, have been
filled with admiration for the Emperor. In like
manner, Mussolini's figure impresses and attracts
me, independently of party considerations, and
regardless of the conflicting facts that, while
declaring himself an opponent of the Treaty of
Versailles he has Italianised southern Tyrol.
The German fascists find themselves in a dilemma
when contemplating these inconsistencies; but
my withers are unwrung, for I am content with
the artistic observation of a remarkable per-
sonality.
OUR   FIRST   MEETING
It became plain to me at our first encounter that
Mussolini's personality was an extremely remark-
able one. In the spring of 192,9, I made advances
to him at the time when Italian capitalists began
to regard him with disfavour and when his
foreign policy became l$ss provocative than
before. During March of that year I had two
conversations with him, and subsequently I saw
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